j\rchibald Marshali,

By EDWARD N. TEALL.
tOF. PHELPS says in his admirably
definitive short study of Archibald
Marshall as “a eontemporary realistie nov-
elist”: “It was in the year 190G, and in
the novel Richard Baldurl‘ that Arehibald
Marshall revealed his [mwur." After
twelve years, and following some Marshall
novels of earlier date, Hichard Baldock
bas reached America. Its sarrival ought
to be an “event,” but there has not been
and we canpol imagine that there will be
any very greal excitement over ils ap-
perrance; though many readers of good
taste and diseriminating judgment will
grect it with quiet joy. We chall Lear
something about the “modern Trollope.”
That is just plain bull. There are com-
parisons that spring sponianeocusly to the
mind and that rest there fruitfully, but
this is not one of that kind.

In the fimst plaee, there are not enough
modern Amerieans that know anything
shout Trollope (exeept the name and
the reputation) to make it mean anything
to compare a wriler of fo-day with that
writer of day before vesterday; and in
the sceond place, even if the comparizon
could be made without the need of &
eritique of Trollope fo lelp it to “get
over,” it would not be worth the neces
sary expenditure of lime and words, be-
eause Mr. Archibald Marshall is so very
well able to stand upon his own two feet.
We like him. Not only can we read bis
books without effort, but the reading of
them leaves slories and persons in our
minds with the same casy firmness of es-
tablishment there that the novels of Dick-
ens Dbless us with,

A Tale of Father and Son.

In this story Mr. Marshall seems to re-
mind us, not quite so much of the Marshall
we remember {rom the reading, some {ime
agzo, of one or two of his novels of Eng
lish country life, Like 7he Old Order
Changeth, as of Mr. Walpole in The
Duchess of Wreze. English country life
is in this tale, but the study is not of it,
but of the life bhuilding of a young man.
Mr. P’helps, if we take his meaning aright,
finds the core of the story in the battle of
wills—dnd won’ts—between a father and
Lis son. Te us the purposive pith of it
seems to be in the young fellow's own
character history—in the struggle that
_goes on in hig own mind between two
pulls: one loward & mercantile life with
the happiness of work, and the other to-
ward an aristoeratie allinnee to be bough
and paid for with the sacnfice of lis own
honest preferenees.

The story itself is simpla, as to incident;
not exeiting, in the mapner of its presen-
tation—but strong with dramatie econfliet.
Riehard is left motherless, His father, a
harsh elergyman, “brings him up,” as we
gay of those who do their stupid best to
drive a young soul oul of the course
meant for it in the ‘'world. In fuet, in
one very easily juslified view of it, the
slory is a trenchani forthselting of the
evils that grow out of the endeavors of
earneatly dutiful but wofully misguided
parents to hive their ehildren’s lives lor
them.

Yes, a Rich Aunt.

Richard bas a wealthy auont; bis dead
mother's sister. BShe las lim visit her
splendiferous home for a while, 5o that sbe
can look him over at her leisure, with a
view to determining his possibilities as
material for society—high society. The
youngster fails to make good; had he been
more of a prig, he had done better there.
A sly young sprig of near nobility does
him out of his prospects, and when the
supplanter’s father marries the rich
widow, Richard’s future becomes uncer-
tain.

Now eomes the open battle with his
father. John Baldock can see no place
in life for his son but in the ministry.
Richard wil' none of it, and Baldock Pater
washes bis hands of the ungrateful young
runagate. Somehow or other, we eannot
think of the elder Baldock without falling
into the language of melodrama or bur-
leaque. It is more than the eminently
respeeiable gentleman really deserves;
still be invites it and will have to stand
for it.

And here Richard confronts the real
problem of his life. He can go inlo the
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piblizhing businegs, with most unusial
epportunities for advaneement and the
winning of an independent and influen-
tial position; or he can aceept the kind-
ness of his friend, the Squire, and go to
Oxford to be a gentléman, and ultimately
the writer of books for other publishers
to “undertake.” By very delicate analy-
sis Mr. Marshal] makes us quite sure that
as a writer fhe young man eould never
have been a suecess, and we are not a bit
sorry that he makes us cerfain also that
Richard Baldock would never have been
brilliant in Society. He turns out to be
a good deal of a man. Ie wins cut in
love, as well as in business.

This is the barest <keleton of the story.
In the book it has form. and the breath of
life. Mr. Marshall is master of 8 most
refined art. He is not a stylist; Le writes
with admirable simplicity. Single words
do nol flash out of the type, there are no
startling phrases; but the| writing is so
elear, s0 clean and so strong that after
the book is read it leaves a pleasunt con-
sciﬂu-?ess of baving been in contact with
a really splendid mastery of exprmsmn
This is a point well worth noting in a
time when natural English is not mueh
met with in our fietion.

Persistent Personalities.

The remarkable thing about the Arehi-
bald Marshall books is that throngh the
process of reading they hold the atlen-
tion firmly, but the impression they score
does not take clear form till the reading
is finished. They “stay by you,” in the
good old phrase of the vulgar tongue. So
it is with the characler drawing.

In this hook, for example, you do not
realize, as you mareh through the pages,
that you are getting ncquainted with so
many people who are realty worth know-
ing and whom you shall not easily forget.
Fven Mrs. Baldock, who speaks only in
the first ehapter and dies in the second,
has defined personality, and holds a place
in the final impression left by the book.
Aunt Henrietta is not a bit figureheadish.
Sarab, the old woman who takes eare of

the motherless boy, is a regular female
Jonathan Fdwards, preaching hellfire to
the youngster—a reduction to absurdity of
the cold religiosity that gives this bare
housebold its dominant eharaeter. Mrw
Meaking is the very embodiment of the
idea of the shabby genteel. And Job,
the old gardener, is an almost immortal
ereation. Squire Ventrey is pure arehi-
baldmarshall-—cultured, keen and kind,
yet rather imperious in bis self-controlled
way. The contrast between the clergy-
man's austerity and the Squire's lumi-
nous philosophy is delightful. And Bliss,
the butler who would a eonjuror be but
becomes a ventriloquist of rare attain-
ment, is 8 wholly haman and most en-
tertaining ereature of the novelists imag-
ination. A rare gallery!

A Memorable Figure.

John Baldoek, father of our Ricbard,
is the one of all the characters, however,
that grips you. An utterly unlovable man,
yet one who aronses in you a sympathy
that would make him hate you. Just at
first he chilled us with apprehension lest
lie prove to be a lay figure, a type, de-
vised for the malnng of a point sgainst a
form of religiousness that the author
meant to excoriate. He seemed a bit
cverdone in his aseeticism; his pious plat-
itudes seemed like to degenerate at any
moment in the story into mere burlesque.

But as the telling of the tale proceeds
the eharacter beeomes more and more
sharply real, until at last it gets to be
almost terrible. The sincerity of the man
in his misguided way of looking at things
is 20 complete! What seems, at first, like
out and out villainous treatment of a
grwing boy appears finally so clearly to
be based on resentment of resistance
ngainst, not his will, but the Divine will,
that it is diffienlt t6 condemn him se-
verely. His confusion of his own will
with the Divine one is genuine—which, of
eourze, does not make it any the less an
error, or any fhe less mischievons. His
nature is narrow and petulant; that of his
son, who “lakes after” his admirable
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motker, is generous, with a good deal of
.-!run;_'th.

Tt is a bitter fate that the stern elergy-
man earves out for himself; and he is so
much the victim of his nature and his
training that every gemercus impule: in
us bids us rejoice when at last—not as
the result of ome easily wrilten reeou-
¢iliation secene, but in the natural eourse
of events—he gets around to recogmizing
Richard's right to live bis own life, and
is able to live it with him more happily
than our early meetings with him gave
us any reason fo bope for. Nice things
ean happcn in life, even out of unhope-
ful premises, but some novelists are alraid
to let them shine out of the pages of their
books. Mr. Marshall does not wrench the
logic of the faets of human nature.

Mr. Marshall is strong on “conversa-
tion.” Tt is not quite right in a novel,
even a movel of realistic intent, to let
people talk exactly as they do in real hife.
And it is all wrong if the author mses
{hem a3 mere mouthpieces for the utter-
ance of his own ideas, instruments for
propaganda. This novelist gets just the
right result by refusing to let his per-
sons say everything they might be sup-
posed to want to say; he seleets the things
that they ought to be allowed to say to
us, so that we may know just what is go-
ing on—and that is art

Richard Baldock suggests to us a ear
painted in quiet eolors, eatehing the
trained and appreciative eye by the sheer
beauty of its “line”; driven by an enginn
without & bit of noise and smoke, but full
of power. It rides easy. It has speed,
without violenee. It gets yon there with-
out jolting—and it isn't until, at journey's
end, you look at the road map, that vou
realize how far you have come and how
fast you must have travelled. =

RICHARD BALDOCK. By AzcuEmALd
Mansuart. Dodd, Mead & Co. $1.50.
ARCHIBALD MARSHALL: A CONTEM-
PORARY REALISTIC NOVELIST. Br
Woriam Lyvoxw Poers. Dodd, Mesd &

Co. 50 cents,

Four

By CONSTANCE MURRAY GREENE
N a group of four books of verse we
bave . The Sad Years, Dora Siger-
son’s poems written in war time; Memory
Poems of War and Love, by A, Newherry
Choyee, Lieutenant in the Leicestershire
Regiment; Owtcasts in Bewlah Land,
verse in the language of the street, by
Roy Helton, and Arthur Guiterman’s
latest collection, The Mirthful Lyre, thus
running the gamut from tragedy to
bumeor.

Dora Sigerson {Mrs. Clement Shorter)
is said to have died of sorrow over the
evenis of Easter, 1916, her heart erushed
and broken by the tragedy whieh passion-
ate love of Ireland made too great to
bear. She belonged to that famous group
of which Louise Guiney and Franeis
Thompson were comembers, and was se
beloved as a high and beautiful character
that one scareely dares the laying of sae-
rilegions hands upon her work.

As a poet she was widely recognized
before her death. There is in all that she
does deep feeling, exquisite rhythm and
expression, and that peeuliarly TIrish
quality of far seeing mysticism, combined
with the gift of interpreting little homely
things. In no poem is her sorrow for the
ways of the world more potent than in
{hat inspired by the old proverb, “It will
be all the same in a thousand vears”
whieh ends:

“This in & thonsand years
Payment of blood and tears,
Horrors we dare not name,
Tt will be all the same.
What is the valge then

To all those sleeping men?
Tt will be all the same,
Passion and grief and blame.
This in the years to be,
My God, the tragedy!”

Lieat. Choyee’s “slender volume,” as the
reviewers like to say, takes its name from
the first poem, which is also its best.
His work bears the sears of suffering and
of remembered trag€ly.

“And searcely ean God's wide eternity
Have length to bring forgetfulness to me,”
he meditates in Convalescence, and in Per
Arduar
“Sing a little song for me,
One short refrain.
And let it be a melody -
Of pain.” _

After such poetry as that of Dora

Sigerson and Lieut, Choyee, Roy Helton's

New Books of

comes with a sense of erudity and ugli-
ness, which must be met with a hall
smile to be fonnd even tolerable.
one has aceusiomed the mind to the ex-
ternal unpleasantness there will be found
much that is sineore and of a eertain
promise. The auther is a Southern moun-
taineer, who has come North for his im-
pressions, and our instinetive fecling is
that the Southern mountains would have
been finer inspiration than the dives and
horrors of which he writes:
“Uneomfortably siumbling on the dead,”
to use bis own words, more often than
need be. If he can do this with ordinary
dens and lobster palaces what would be
do with a treneh?

As giving a touch of loeal color we
quote a verse from Ten Minutes at Tea
Time:

“So I answers him, ‘Richmond Rosie,

For all I knows or cares,
Kin eat ber fancy victuals
On Mrs. Hell's back stairs.”
The pale lad's eve went glassy,
He kind o' thinned at the lip,
And I saw his long white fingers
Amble around to his hip.”

Fingers amble around to the hip se
often through these pages and knives are
drawn so lightly and easily that the gen-
eral trend is distihetly murderous, but
bardly worthy of deep comecern.

A new colleetion of the verse of Arthur
Guiterman is always a plessure. The
Laughing Muse, his last success, so amply
tulfilled its purpose that he has followed
it rather closely with The Mirthful Lyre.
As is so often the case with this sort of

Verse

poetry, the book contains foo many se
leetions, but there is enough really good

Whep__ material to earry the rest along. Oliver

Herford, Carolyn Wells, Arthur Guiter-
man and a younger poet, Anthony Euwer,
whose work is coming into general reeog-
nition, form our best group of humorous
poets, but Guiterman must also be eounted
among the serious poets, a faet which is
apt to be overlooked in our enthusiasm
over his lighter efforts. You must not
fuil to notice The Idol Maker Prays, that
sonnet which is almost lost among such
things as the irresistible,
“The world is too mueh with us, much
too much,”
and his lenvoi To Hills, which elo-er
“So let me hold my way,
By nothing halted,
Until, at close of day,
I stand, o/Sited.

“High on my Hills of dream—
Dear hills that know me!

And then, how fair will seem '
The lands below me,

“How pure, at vesper time,
The far bells ehiming!

God give me hills to climb
And strength for climbing!”

THE SBAD YEARS, Br Doza Siigrmson.
George H. Doran Company. $1.25,

MEMORY; POEMS OF LOVE AND WAR.
By A. Nrwemzey CHovee Jobm Lane

THE nmxm LYRE. Br Asrsta
GUITERMAN. Harper and Brothers. $1.25.

delphia North Americas.

BOOTH TARKINGTON’S NEW BOOK
' “The Magnificent Ambersons”

The story of an American family
“Around the rise and {all ol the Ambersons, Mr.
Tarkington has woven thieads ol incidentr and tissues of romance
into the bright alluring fabric ol lancy. Tarkington's best."—Phila-

A witty, keen, yet MM Adﬂmﬂ:ﬂdmum
“The Turmeil,” "Pmd. “Seventeen,” ctc. Delightiully illustrated
by Arthur William Brown. Net 5149

Your booksciler has it

. DOUBLEDAY, PAGE &CO., Garden City, N. Y. [{§
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